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'Tve never been asked/' I replied.

"Well, I ask you."

"I accept/' I said, "but I will not lose money by
joining, though. I am making forty dollars a day.
What class can I go in?"

He departed.

Another day, I was up on my scaffold, when my
assistant came up and whispered in my ear that there
was a man down below who wanted to "lick" me.
I called down to him and he said he would like a word
with me. He was a burly Irishman, and I was not
anxious to start anything with him.

"Did you do that picture?'1 he said, pointing to
my figure of Melpomene, "and who is it?"

I told him that one of my relatives had been the
model, and something in my manner made him see
that I was telling the truth. Then he broke down
and almost wept.

"It's the image of a daughter of mine who went
wrong two years ago."

When my work was all finished except a little
varnishing on one panel and I was feeling very proud
of the effect, I was honored by a visit from Mark
Hanna. He was showing some ladies a ound the
building. Rushing in at the head of his party, he
gave a cursory glance up and down, and then hurried
out, saying:

"Come on; there's nothing here,"

Just so much notice does politics give the fine arts.ers."
